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The cords you are taking will be useless, for you will find
nothing to fasten them to; but supposing you do, one of
you will have to lower the other two, after which he will
be obliged to go back to his cell. Which of you is capable
of this heroic self-sacrifice? Then again, by which side do
you hope to get down? Not by the pillars opposite the
square, you would be seen; not by the church, for it is en-
closed in gates impossible to scale; not by the court, for you
would fall into the hands of the archers. On the fourth
side is the canal; have you a boat or gondola awaiting you?
No, you would have to swin to Saint Apollonia; and even
if you swim like sharks, what a state you would be in when
you got there!'
This speech, which our desperate circumstances certainly
justified, made my blood boil, the more so as it was inter-
larded with the reproaches of the monk, and the weeping
and wailing of Soradaci. Nevertheless, I had the courage to
listen to it patiently without answering harshly. I felt I was
in a delicate position, the slightest thing might decide the
cowardly Balbi to remain, and alone I could not hope to
succeed. Soradaci implored me to leave him behind. cYou
are the master,3 he said, cbut if you order me to follow you
it will be to certain death, I shall fall into the canal, I am
convinced, and I shall be of no use to you. Let me stay here,
and I will pray to Saint Francis for you/ The fool little
knew how pleased I was to be rid of him. I borrowed pen
and ink from Asquini and wrote the following letter, which
I gave to Soradaci:—
'"I shall not perish, but live to sing the praises of the Lord."
*It is the duty of our Lords, the State Inquisitors, to use
every means in their power to keep a guilty man in prison,
but the prisoner, if he is not on parole, should do everything
he can to escape. Their right is based on justice, his on
nature. They did not ask his consent to imprison him, he
need not ask theirs to set himself free.
'Jacques Casanova, who writes this, in the bitterness of

